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CHAPTER VII.
Six years have now glided away, and my
station as an Etonian has experienced a still
greater revolution In place of being a fag, I
was now the puissant " captain of my dames/1
and had six lower boys of my own; but my
greatest privilege consisted in being the pos-
sessor of rather more than three thousand " old
copies.*1
These are the original copies of verses on
various subjects which have borne the correction
of their authors' tutors, and which have been
reserved and put by, after a fair copy of them
has been shown up in school.
The collection now in my possession had
been, for years, entailed by its founder upon the
captain of my dames, whoever he might be, for
the time being. These, then, I enjoyed for four
years, and a subject could not well be given us,
but I possessed it already composed on. True,
I was once at a loss, when we had to produce
verses on the death of George III.; but several
copies, simply on death, with a dash here and
there of my own put in to suit the present
occasion, sufficiently answered the purpose, at